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x A TALE; 
| Written by JOHN TAYLOR, Eſquire, Author of Mons1EUR Toxsox, | 
AND ORIGINALLY INTENDED FOR RECITATION AT THE HAYMARKET THEATRE, 2 
DURING THE LENT SEASON. 9 
RANK HAYMAN, once a Brother of the Bruſh, J But now, methioks, ſome Critic, with a ſmile, Strait on a bench without he ſtretch'd along, 
Had talents much diſtinguiſh'd in his day, IExclaims, © But where's the Story all this while? Regardleſs of the paſſing throng, 
But for his art he hardly car'd a ruſh, « Why all this tedious ſtuff about VAUXALL, | | And ſoon his weary eye-lids cloſe, 
If ſome odd miſchief fumbi'd in his way % When ev'ry body here has ſeen it all? 3 . —— — you — 4 
r ae 40 i H e Hare now p 
This Wag was decin'd by all the Social Tribe 60 —— — — age 8 FP OT EW | This was the time to get a ſnack. 
„oral eaſy, careleſs, pleaſant fellow, : | | The Dos unable longer to refrain, 
| _Fondof a frolic, ready at a gibe, Dull Snarler, Writers far the Stage, Gaz d at the Hare 
And ſometimes in his cups a little mellow. When they the Paſſions would engage, Whocausd his cave, | 
There is « famous Place, legt Vauxnatt,— omg fte fm... Jumpt and bit, jumpr and bit, jumpt and bit, and bit again. 
Where Cite, good folks, regale with merry hearts, Who when he comes he is better able, | At length, when he had olear'd away the reſt, 
And oft to buſy Waiters eager bawl, | To make a figure inthe Fable. The ſated ſpoiler finiſh'd on the breait. 
| For freſh ſupplies of Ham, and Beef, and Tarts. mom if this — . explain — _ __ _ * 
There ur Prom to thy torpid brain, e careleſs turn'd upon his 
3 Fur fu "af 2 He 4 - Stop where you art my friend adieu-—- Nor thought of King « What's to pay ? 
With Pictures deck d, that make a goodly ſhow : The Story was not made for you. | But ſcamper'd at his caſe away; 
Now in theſe Pictures HayMman's {kill we find. Vet, as ſome Wiſer folks may ſay, Perhaps to find ſome four-foot fair, 
| 2 The Prologue's longer than the Play, | And tell the ſtory of the Hare. 
There old Jack FALSTAFF, guilty of a lie, Tis time to check the rambling Muſe, Advani with moral ſpleen may ſay, 


Attempts his bragging cowardice to ſcreen ; | Who thus her idle Tales purſues. 
There, with the ſage Magician, NELL we ſpy, * f — 
While furly Jon so low'rs with jealous ſ pleen, 


And there too may Remembrance fondly nge, - | FRANK HAYMAN, tempted by a pleaſant days 
Ah ſweer refleftiong to the penſive mind, After a long contention with the Gout, 
The ſimple” pleaſures of a careleſs Race, A foe that oft beſieg d him, ſallied out, 


« This HAYMAN ſhould have driv'n the Dog away, 
« Th' effects of vice the blameleſs ſhould not bear, 

« And folks who are not drunkards loſe their Hare.“ 
All this, we grant, is very true— 

But in this giddy world how few 

To VigTUE's heights ſublimely move, 
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"ay To breathe freſh air, and while an hour away. LEO . 
i ny r _ It chanc'd as he was ſtrolling, void of care, | Relinquiſhing the things they love. - 
oe gorges — wa r 15 A drunken Porter paſs d him with a Hare. Not fo unfaſhionably » 
The biin — — — = | The Hare was cer his ſhoulger flung, | OS GR 
True emblem df our darkling ſtate below. BY | Dangling behind, in pi plight, | Diſpos'd to keep in view his ame, 
3 | And as he crept in Zig-zag 1. And with th* ambitious Thane exclaim, 
3 A r paſtimes of our early days — the moſt of every mile, | « The greateſt is behind,” = 
cal, in various ſcenes, life's jocund May, From fide to ſide poor Puſſy ſwung, | Reſides, he k 8 
Where e en the proud Philoſopher might gaze, As if each moment taking flight. ides, he Knew, Wnate er. an 
And envy Ignorance ig thoughtleſs play. 1 * | 1 — — 9 fond 1 * Man, 
| og, who ſaw the man's condition ou caſure may the courſe atten 
Oh! — —— 2 fortune, gay, 0 le and hungry Folic . BY p | The Wiſe are heedful of the end. * 
Whom no ſad records of THE PAST anno n the look · out was lurking&lole behind. i ſtore, 
THE PRESENT rapt in frolics of the day, 2 Aly and ſubtle chap,” * | — MS Bled in his = d | 
And all thy FUTURE but to-morrow's joy. | Of moſt ſagacious ſmell, . 0 Yet Ai he linger'd after more, 
But in a ſpacious Room, RoTUNDA hight, Like Palltiorans of 42 begin, And thus he laid, or cem d to ſay. 
Where all the crowd with gaping wonder —_ _ 1 ** fell,... N „ How will the people fret and ſcold 
There HAYMAN 's genius wings a proud fi CIS . « When they the bony zwreck behold 1 
And Britiſh triumphs decorate the The Porter ſtagger d on, the Dog kept near, | « And how the drunken rogue will ſtare 
Here Aſia's Tribes ſubmit to Enolifh Bands | Watching the lucky minute for a bite, « When firſt he ſees what was the Hare 
Wil 41 w Bl ry 4 N . { * { Now made a ſpring, and then drew back with fear, « The denouement muſt needs be droll— 
256 £25 TRE DLRCKS an ites ſeem quite alive: While HAY MAN, follow) d, titt ring at the ſight; « Twere folly not to ſee the whole.“ 


And here great Albion's Chief ſuperior ſtaads, 
MEER JAFFIER, a mere nothing to LoRD CLIVE, Great was the contraſt 'twixt the Man and dog, 
| The one a negligent and ſtupid lout, 


Preſuming thus on future pleaſure, 
HAY MAN kept poſt to wait the ſleeper's leiſures 


Here Auuz Rs r, too, a fav'rite Son of Fame, G At length our Porter's ſlumber o'er 
Shews the true temper of a Britiſh breaſt, 2 wr banc; ig — wm wes about, He Ro on, tottering as before ; : 
Not more awake to Valour's active flame, Nor need it wonderment excite I ween, Unconſcious anybody kind 


Than prompt with zeal to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, That HAYMAN clos'd the train to mark the ſcene. Had eas'd him in his load behind, 


. he. houſes turn'd his eye . 
And other Martial Heroes too are there; . Now on th - <a 
.- GRANBY, Whorears his head in naked grace Through many a ſtreet our tipſey Porter reels, As if his journey's end were _— 


: er Then ſtops— as if to ſolemn thought inclinꝰ d Then read the paper in his ha 
_— =_ _ ET ng d hair, The — dog was ready at his heels, | And made a An by 
es 96 $ Laurels crown the place, And HAYMAN hobbled on not far behind. HAY MAN drew near, with eager mien, 


There heads of Naval Heroes, wond'rous fight, To mark the cloſing of the ſcene, 
Are floating on the billows, juſt like fiſhes, Expecting ſtrait a furious din, 
A. hoſt of heads, with powder'd locks bedight, | His features ready for a grin. 


Then rolling on again, the man ſurvey'd 
One of thoſe happy manſions where 
A cordial drop imparts its cheering aid 


— — 


Borne up by Nereids, or on buoyant diſhes. To all the thirſty Sons of Care. | And now we need but mention s thing more, 
ety en 2 _ I The fight of this refreſhing 1 | Wb gmt —— die ar lalt 1 on 
. | En not fn 6, ee ans he Han wa Jar 
Since BxITONs find their element at Sea. As they had often done before. | Mok AL. 
At length, to dignify a train ſo dear ; ft, with a; th nd' 2d A wiſe old Proverb ſays, To others do, TSSYS 
And to complcte the f plendour of the ſcene, * Hoy pe Golly crow to joing 5 E en as you would thoſe others ſhould to you—- © 
A fight that ev'ry Loyal Breaſt muſt cheer, The man the gen rous courteſy declin'd, Now had our Painter mark'd this rule with car 


A PATRIOT MONARCH; and a YIRTUOUS QUEEN. Merely perhaps for want of thirit—or coin, He, not the Dog, had din'd upon the Hare, 
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